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Holden: The Call

POETRY

SONNET
Feliciano loves me constantly;
Lisardo hates me, Who his name adore.
For the indifferent one my tears will pour.
I.have no taste for him who weeps for me.
To those who tarnish most I give my soul;
The would-be worshippers I but despise.
I scorn the man who would my honor prize,
Arid favor him who goe~ away heart-whole.
If I reproach myself with slighting one,
The other takes offense at my misdeed.
Between the two I finally am undone.
They vex me with a tqrment cruel indeed,
The one in asking that of which I've none,
The other lacking that for which I plead.
•
SOR JUANA INES DE LA:CRUZ
Translated by PAULINE COOK

THE CALL
Those who know that they know not,
The equally bewildered,
The voice parrots in a cage
Speaking for the word
By a word that will do.
I am, and you,
With unneighbored house,
With scattering children,
With peopled prejudice,
"
Possessed of the illness, not the cure,
The malady visited upon all.
And when the day,
It is not far off,
Comes, .
That the flow in me shall cease away,
. Winds blow over me like sand,
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And. I sad of. a sorrow,
Be it not sorriness of barrenness,
The feared ungiving.
-t

Know enough to know,
That not fear of a bomb,
Fear is. .
The unsaid fear is,
And death is.
But not life in the womb .
As the freight of birds in sky,
As the dead,
Unsaid;
By death living.
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NICHOLS
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HUNTER AT HOME
In winter let the hunting mind
Abandon field and grange .
To build a wall around the wind,
The darkness and the strange.
His fire shall fill the shadows out,.
His watchful dog shall growl
To hush the chitter of the bat,
The fluting of the owl.
DOROTHY

ALYEA

NO DECIA PALABRAS
I wasn't saying words,
I was only bringing near a questioning body,
Because I didn't know that desire is a question
Whose answer does not exist,
A leaf whose branch does not exist,
A world whose sky does not exist.
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